STRANGE   ENCOUNTERS

the papers and periodicals aimed at, he said: " Oh
yes 1 I've bought ' The Writers and Artists Year-
Book '. That gives all particulars." He did not
say so, but I thought that the notion of buying
that Year-Book muSt have come from some dida&ic
article of mine. I then Stood Still firmly. " Good-
bye," I said. " Good-bye. Thanks very much,"
said he. I venture to call this encounter romantic.

The same evening I took supper at a house
which is a meeting-place for all sorts of artists, of
both sexes. I met a poet there. He was young;
he was modest; he remarked in a somewhat sad
tone that I rarely mentioned poetry in my articles
on new books. I told him I gave poetry a miss
for the good reason that I had no technical know-
ledge of prosody. (True, you can have a know-
ledge of prosody without having a feeling for
poetry, but you cannot properly assess poetry
without knowing a lot about prosody.) This
young man appeared to be in a fairly prosperous
condition.

He had with him some specimens of his work.
I asked to see them. Happily they were printed.
So I read them on the spot, and I certainly thought
that they had some of the Stuff of poetry in them.
Each poem was printed on a separate sheet. So
far, there was nothing very unusual in the affair.
The unusual came when the young poet calmly
told me that he went himself from front-door to
front-door of houses, selling his poems at 6d.
apiece. " But does anyone actually buy them ? "